So lies the poison of sin in the most low.

Up, up, my drowsy Soul! where thy new ear

Shall in the angePs songs no discord hear;

Where thou shalt see the blessed Mother-maid

Joy in not being that which men have said,

Where she's exalted more for being good

Than for her interest of motherhood:

Up to those patriarchs which did longer sit

Expecting Christ than they've ^hjoy'd him yet;

Up to those prophets which now gladly see

Their prophe$ies grown to be history;

Up to th'apostles, who did bravely run

All the sun's course with more light than the sun;

Up to those martyrs who did calmly bleed,

Oil to th'apostles* lamps, dew to their seed;

Up to those virgins who thought that almost

They made joint-tenants with the Holy Ghost,

If they to any should his temple give:

Up, up, for in that squadron there doth live

She who hath carried thither new degrees

(As to their number) to their dignities;

She who, being to herself a state, enjoy'd

All royalties which any state employed;

For she made wars and triumphed; reason still
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